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Farxincpon Hill, fo call from the- neigh- 


bearing town, it an eminence riſing eafily from the vale 
of White-Hoeſe 3 the whole of which it commands, as 
well a; an extenſive proſpe over part of Oxfardſvire, 


Glecefterftire, and Wikfpire. It has a fmail grove on 
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FARINGDON HILL. 


BOOK I. 


Nev with merldian force the och f day 

Pours on our throbbing heads his fultry ray: 

Oer the wide concave of the blue fertite p 

No fleecy cloud or vapory miſt is feet; 

The panting flocks and herds, at eafe reclined, 

Catch the faint eddies of the fitting wind? 

To filence huſh'd is very rurd? ſound ; 

And noontide ſpreads 4 ſolemn ſtillneſi round: 

Alike our languid limbs would now fbrfuke 

The open meadow, and the tangled brake ; 

Here Sor intenſely glows, and there the trees 

Mix their thick foliage and exclude the breeze. — 

Come let us quit theſe ſcenes, and climb yon brow, . 

Von airy ſummit where the Zzva ras blow ; 

While waving o'er our heads the welcome ſhade, - 

Shuts out the ſutibeams from the upland glade : 
1 A. 28 a 
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No ſteep aſcent we ſcale with feveriſh toil, 

No rocks alarm us, and no mountains foil ; 

But ag we gently tread the rifing green, 

_ Large, and more large extends the ſpacious ſcene i; 
Till on che verdant top our labour crown d. 
The wide Horizon is our 88. bound. 


What various objects ſcatter'd round us lie, 
And charm on every fide the curious eye !— 
Amidſt ſuch ample ſtores, how ſhall the Musx 
Know where to turn | her. fight, and which to 
chooſe t— 

Here lofty, mountains lift their azure heads 2 

There its green lap the graſſy meadow ſpreads ; 
Encloſures here the ſylvan ſcene divide ; 

There plains extended ſpread their harveſts wide; 
Here oaks, their moſſy limbs wide ſtretching, meet, 
And form impervious thickets at our feet; 
Through aromatic heaps of ripening hay, he 
There ſilyer Is18 wins her winding way; 
And many a tower, and many a ſpire between, | 
$hoats from the groves, and cheers the rural ſcene, 
| 


| Still as I look, freſh objects ſeem to riſe ; | 
And lovelier pictures ſtrike my raptured eyes, 
As young remembrance paints each ſylvan glade, 
Where full of glee my careleſs childhood ſtray d. 
| Though ' 


le. 
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Though other hills perhaps as large a field | 
Ts warm deſcription's fairy powers may yield, 
As rich a proſpect to the fight diſplay, *' 


Oer meads as verdant, and o'er plains as gay; 


Yet, when in Mzmory's magic mirror ſhewn, 
The country. ſmiles with beauties not it's own 3 
Her fair reflection new delight ſupplies, 

And every floweret blooms with deeper dyes; + 
The landſcape ſeems to brighten while I gaze, 
And Puoszus ſhines with more than ſummer rays.; 
Oer the high woods a livelier verdure reigns, 

And more luxuriant harveſts deck the plains ; 

Even when fell winter ſpreads his mantte drear, 
And big with ſnow deſcends the inelement year, 
Let but her glaſs refle& the diſmal view, A 
The wither'd trees their wonted charms renew ; 
The feather'd tribes reſume their chearing lay, 


And ſpring her odors, and his beams the day ; 


Dzczuns yields to Ara 1l's milder power, 
And vernal TRI * che N 0 . 
O ſacred N60 Nywipli Aivinely bri 124 
Unfold thy various proſpects to my ſight; 
With thee o'er breezy uplands let me rove, 
Or tread the devious labyrinth of the grove ; 
When from the eaſt the glorious orb of day 
Shoots oer the burniſh'd cliff his golden ray, 
A 3 When 
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When ſplendid in meridian light ar gd 

His pięrcing heams the woodland. gm pervade 1 

When wrap'd in miſty exenivg's ſilent rein 
The increafing darkpels ſteals acaols the plains 

When Oer the duſky Role of ſilent night 

The Delian goddeſs. throws her ſilvat light; 

When gently, over the flower empurpled vale 

The vernal Zepayns breathe a genial gale ; 

When, as fierce. Suuuk's ſultry beams deſcend, 

With bluſhing fruit the loaded branches bend ; 

When AvTUMx. crowns the hills with waving corn, 
And pours. profuſion from his twiſted horn; 

While deepening ſhade on ſhade the woods are ſeen, . 
From the full crimſon to the faded green; 
Or when, its leafy, honors ſwept away, - 

The ſcatter'd forreſt yields to-winters ſway : 
When the caſcade, by icy. fatters tied, 

Muſt ceaſe ta murmur, and the fiream:to glide z 

Waile blows the ſtorm, or falls the chilling rain, 

Or fleecy ſnows, o'erſpread the whiten'd plain 

In every hour and ſeaſon let me trace, 

Enchanting Nar uns „ grace 4 

With eager eyes thy lovely form ſurvey, - 

And bleſs with. grateful voice thy. boundleſs rr. 

Happy the youth ! on whoſe, high honor d head 


The ſacred nine their folteripg influence ſhed, 
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Though they refuſe the — — 
Shall grace his living brew, and deck his tomb: 
For the freſh. laurel give a fckly flower, 
Boaſt of à day, and glory of an hour: 
Yet taught by them his rayiſh'd eyes explore 

The choiceſt. objects of thy charming ſtore : 

For him their rains the ſylvan warblers breathe, 
For him fir Ma1a twines their flowery wreath z 
Fragrant for him the morning breezes blow, 

The poplar trembles and the fountains flow z 

Thy various beauties ſtrike his raptured breaſt, 

And NaTrunz's charms improve by Faxcr dreſfs'd. 


Enough has Faxcy, frantic with delight, 
O'er the gay region ſtreteh'd her vagrant flight z -—- 
Let ſage Experience now of brow: ſevere 
Arreſt her ſoaring in her bold career: 
Nor thou, hiſtoric Truth, thy aid refuſe, 
But join the labors of the rural Muss ; 

With friendly care che pleaſing toil divide, 
That while ſhe paints the blooming landicape's pride, 
Thy voice each ſtoried relick may explain, N 
And tell the 8 of the n 


Firſt to che ond dad your roving eyes, 
Where fair Qxpx24's verdant hills ariſe; Wet 
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There Buxronp's downs invite the healthful chace, 
Or urge the emulous courſers to the race ; | 
While as with agile limbs the aſcent they ſcale, 
Ruſh down the ſteep, or ſweep acroſs the vale, 
Exulting hope, by turns, and chilling fear 

In the pale cheek and eager eye appear; 

Each generous ſire in every heart is loſt, 

By fortune favour'd, or by fortune croſi'd '; 

Flies every virtue, withers every grace, 

And all the ſelfiſh paſſions take their place. 


Emerging from the thicket's boſom, there 
See BauyTon's pointed ſteeple riſe in air: 
To farther diſtance now the proſpe& drawn, 
Lo Wiryxzy's ſpire diverſiſies the lawn! 
Whoſe buſy loom to balmy fleep ſupplies 
A guard from wintery cold and freezing ſkies : 

There Waricuwood's n d p oer the 

glade 8 
Yield to the ite tribe an ample ſhade : 
And in the horizon faintly tinged with blue. 
Thy woods, imperial BLZU ZIA cloſe the view. 
Narunxz between one verdant carpet ſpreads 
Of fruitful paſtures and enamel'd meads ; 
Whoſe bending reeds, and oſier d banks among, 
ag > omen an * 


Her 
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Her horn while PL.zxTyY pours on every fide, IN 
And PaLzs revels where her waters glide. | 


Hail, lovely Is1s ! dear parental ſtream ! 
The pride of commerce, and the poet's theme : 
Though, vain of borrow'd pomp, imperious Trane; 
Deck d with the praiſe which pught to wait thy name, 
Triumphant pours his ſwelling waves along, 
Hail'd by the bard, and dignified in ſong ; 
Thy filver urn the affluent tide beſtows, 
And from thy ſource the plenteous current flows : . 
Such is the fate that female honers find, 
When to a mate unequal fondly joined. 
O had thy ſtream I like AzzTHvuss of old, 
Ind virgin waters unpolluted roll'd, 
Old Tx amt through humble vales had paſs'd alone, 
Sung by no bard, unnoticed, and unknown; 
While thine had been confeſs'd the unrival'd pride, 
To waft in commerce with each riſing tide, 
With foreign ſpoils AucusTa's walls to greet, 
And lay the nations tribute at her feet: 
Thine been the boaſt to flow, with current clear, 
Through“ meads to Bzx1T1s# Freedom ever dear, 
Where the bold Barons in a happy hour 
Wreſteq her charter from a tyrant's power; 


» Runy mead, near Staines, where Magna Charta was Gigned. 
* | While 
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While grateſul bards contended to rehearſe = 
Thy virgin glories in no vulgar verſe 2 

For long as WindsoR raiſed her ſylvan ſhade 

Or Coovan's ſwelling hill o'erlook'd the glade, 


Sacred to fame thy ſtream bad flow'd along, 
In Porz's ſoſt lays, or Dixtnan's ſounding ſong. 
Then as thy lucid current gently firay'd = 
Through fair ETons's dendemie ſhade 5 

While by thy fide his filver Lyre he ſtrung, 


Gx Ax to thy wave his dulcet notes had fung: 
And many a bard in GxanTa's vale who ſtrays, 
And tunes to hoary CAM his votive lays, 

Whoſe youthful Fancy and invention new 

Cull'd the freſh flowers that on thy borders nw, 
Had join'd to celebrate thy claflic "_ 

And half his tribute paid to Isrs name. 


And 101 where heathy 9 cee envious 
height _ 
Hides thy imperial city from my Fr 1 
Where midſt fair Rune ms gothic towers, 
Her khallow'd cloiſters, and Prexian bowers, 
Ts18 her filver urn inclines, and views 


The votive wreath of every Rong 


* . * — 


No 


o 
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No rivulet there from thee their tribute draw 


Uſurps thy fame, or ſhares their juſt-applauſei:. 
But gentle Cn III hears with joy theirlays, . 
And loves the Rraih that chants a ſiſter's prifife,;. 
Pleaſed if the Mus, to grace her head, beſtows. 
One roſexte flower that on thy Margin blows. - 
Nor ſhall thy reeds in future times complain 


Of flighted worth und Tuau's uſurp'd domain z 


That his too favor'd ſtream with princely waves 


The crowded wulls df proud Avovs Ta laves 


The votive verſe that Porz and Dunant raiſe, 
And breathe to him the ſwelling note of praiſe; 
For him that Gx Ar the ſtrain unequal'd frames, 
And ſings the moral ode to hoary Transs; 
Since fair Oxon1a's poliſh'd ſons unite 

To vindicate thy claflic current's right 

Since every Mus to thee conſigns her lays, 

And every Sve on thy border ſtrays  , 
And every Grace, and every Art, whoſe potvers 


| In ſymmetry hive raiſed her dzdill towers, © 


To liſtening erowds thy parent worth. problaith, / 
And found their pride on thy maternal name. 


Ere yet ſuch ſcenes of 1 rann Knows, : 


While humbly here thy lingering water flows ; 
While yet thy virgin waves obſcurtly glide, 
Sung by no Muss, nor boaſt a claſlic tide ; 


B Say 
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Say wilt thou here incline thy urn, to heed 
The inglorious warbling of my doric reed ? 
Though here no city ſpread her various flores, 
No coſtly villas crown thy peopled ſhores ; 
Yet every charm of Peace's rural reign | 
Attends thy progreſs thro? each ſmiling plain. 
The flocks and herds here crowd thy ruſhy brink, 
Graze on thy ſides or from thy boſom drink; 
And every herb, and every flower that blows 
3 —— 
If a luxuriant bloom they juſtly boaſt, 
Beyond the produce of another coaſt ; 

As in thy glaſſy wave their charms they ſee, 
Shall own they owe each vivid tint to thee: 


® Yet littering! ſpears have here "ore whilom 
ſeen, © 
And purple war has ſtain'd thy ofiers green; 
Here hoſtile ſwords have ſhed. a horrid gleam, 
And floating eorſes choked thy frighted ſtream; 
While civil diſcord drove with hideous roar 
The trembling Natavs from thy widow'd ſhore. 
Ah! ne'er may arms again thy ſeats invade, 
| Or ſhouts of war fiſturd thy hallow'd ſhade; 


® Thers was battle fought in Richard the ber. time at 
* 
ZBut 
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But heaven - born Peace with Plenty in her train 
Fix on thy ſedgy banks her halcyon reign. 


„Here too, more fell than wars deſtructive race, 
Has Surzxsrtrion ſhewn her gorgon face: 
Here where thy chearing ſtream with gentle waves 


* 


Theſe fertile meads and verdant paſtures laves, 


Where now unwearied induftry reſides, 

And toil exulting tills thy fruitful fides ; 

For LIT protects the happy ſwains, 

And ProyaeTy ſecures what labor gains; 
Erſt the rich ſoil, though cultured, uſeleſs lay, 
'To monkiſh eaſe and luxury a prey, 

While diſtant abbeys with thy wealth were ſtored, . 
The Baris ſubjects of an alien lord. 

When bigot Joan, deſpotic power to gain, 
Found open force and treacherous cunning vain ; 
His daring nobles fired by virtuous pride 

His arts eluded and his ferce defied ; 

With Rouz's anathemas he arm'd his hand, 

And papal thunders ſk6ok the trembling land; 
Thirſting for lawleſs ſway, he looped to own 
His crown dependant on a foreign throne ; 

To foreign lords ignoble homage gave, 

To reign at home a tyrant and a ſlave. 


The Manor and Hundred of Faringdon were granted by K. 
Jaun to the abby of Beaulieu in the New Foreft, Hants, 


B 2 Tus 


Pd 


| 
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was then the ravengqus monks, a. ſordid crews 


Oer all the waſted land like locuſts em; 

Each rich demeſne that to the crown remain'd, 

By right, by forfeiture, or conqueſt. gain d, 

And bribe the holy cohorts to his fide. 

Even *mid thoſe ſcenes of devaſtation. wild, 

Where W1LLtam's power the fertile diſtrict ſpoil'd, 
The gazing pilgrim. ſaw with. ſtrange ſurprize 
Aſpiring ſtructures midſt the deſart riſe 

And where no trace of man's abode was ſeen, 

No noiſe diſturb'd the tenants of the green, 

Save the. ſeas breaking oer the ſqunding ſhore, 

Or the faint daſhing of the diſtant oar ; 

There haughty Bzaviity's gothic arches: bend, 
And high in air her glittering ſpires aſcend; 
While the wild foreſt's hairy ſons around 

Start at the unuſual anthem's ſwelling ſound. 
Theſe fruitful plains, in that unhappy hour 

Of papal ſway and ſacerdotal power, 

Were given the new-raiſed abbey to maintain; 

And diſtant Bzxautisu ruled: the fair domain. 

The famiſh'd; ſwain beheld with mournful eye 

The verdant meadows round him uſeleſs lie; 
While pamper'd ignorance and prieſtly pride 
The rich productions of the land divide; * 


© 
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Till Hxys.v's hanghty ſoul the bondage broke, 

Redeem'd the nation, from the ſervile yoke,, 

And. ſuffex'd, active induſtry once more 

To dwell, fair Is18! by thy happy ſhore: _ 

Hence as thgſe e wh (thus heaven de - 
creed,) : .- ..- 

A tyrant ſhackled, ſo a 8 freed, 


Yet now, as through the abbey's mouldering 

dome | | 

The Muss oft with wandering footſteps. roam, 

And, while with filver radiance Luna's beam 

Shoots through the lengthening iſles a trembling 
gleam, _ 

As penſive meditation points the _—_— 

By ruin'd piles and nodding towers they ſtray: 

See o'er the impending arch the ivy ſpread, 

And gothic pillars threat the paſſer's head 

Struck with the awful ſcene, the aſtoniſh'd train 

Bewail the fall of SurzrsTITION's reign... 

Hence many. a, bard has o'er the ruins hung, 

And mourn'd the devaſtation as he ſung; 

Has error's fate-in plaintive verſe deplored, 

And wept the day that reaſons rights reſtored. 


As bending upward towards her ſcanty ſource 
We backward trace the river's narrowing courſe, 
Her 
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Her pointed ſpire ſee ® LICAHIADE proudly rears! 

And lowly Cxrcxtads on her banks appears; 

+CricxLaps, where firſt, when Ge letter d 
train, f 

By ſlavery exiled from their native plain, 8 

To fair Her ERIAꝰs vales their ſcience bore, | 

To GaLlLiia's fields, and ALBioNn's diftang ſhore; 

"Thoſe trains IL ISS us“ ſtream was wont to hear 

Were pour'd, O Isis, on thy raptured ear: 

While Garcia’ Muſe, around whoſe matron brow 

Had twined the Arn RNMIAA olive's fruitful bough, 

Forced by the rage of ManowzrT's ſavage hoſt 

To quit, with lingering ſtep ByzanTrum's coaſt ; 

Her drooping forehead with thy ofiers bound, 

And on thy brink a new Lyczv found; 

Till wooed by princely gifts, theſe peaceful bowers 

She left for GzanTa's and Oxonta's towers. 

And here thy waves, by learning now unknown, 

To buſy commerce ſacred flow alone, 

Where firſt the loaded raft, and cumberous barge, 

Truft to thy placid breaſt their weighty charge. 


* A Market town in Glocefterſhire lying on the Ife. 
| + Creeklade is a town in Wiltſhire, from which the navigation | 
of the 16+ begins; ſaid to have been originally called Greeklade, 
Though Camden ſecms to doubt this, 

Ah: 
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Ah, 1518 ! can the Must forget that hand, 
Whoſe wanton cmelty thy ruin plan'd ? 
Or not forgetting, from reſentment free, 


Recall the hours that threaten'd fate to thee ?-— 


When vain projectors doom'd thy ſtream to flow 

Through meads, mr lingering, ſad, and 
flow ; - 

Till the o'er loaded wave ſhould ſcarcely force 

Through gathering ſand, and ſedge, it's laboring 
courſe; _ 

While in thy ſtead their plaſtic power ſhould guide 

The ſtagnate lake, by wintery rains ſupplied. ' 

Periſh ſuch ſchemes ! nor by their uſe be loſt 

The nobleſt river, BziTain's Iſle can boaſt l- 

Let channels, form'd by art, be ever led 

Where no fair current wears a native bed; | 

Then through the obſtructing hill, and ofer the vale, 

Like EcexTon conduct the ſwelling fail : 

Even Is:s ſhall applaud, if from her ſource, 

To where SaBR1xA pours her amber courſe, 

They bid the ſmooth canal it's length diſplay, 

And feed with copious ſprings the todious ways 


0 Alluding to the ſcheme of cuting » cacal inlexd of continaing. 
the navigation of the river, 
Til 
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Tull the fraught barge the extended line explores 
From dre ror & crowded wurf to ert xritce- 
I . | 
More Vital with Wein —— 
Level as octans bed the champaign lies : 22 : 
White, like ſome promontory's ragged brow, | 
Proud * BavBusy's height o'erlooks the plain below, 
Where, in yon Saxon camp, the mill its ſails 
Spreads to the wind, and courts the riſing gules. 
Beneath how open lies the ſpacious ſcene ! 
No lofty mountains envious intervetie; 
But oer the extended lawns our faticies ſtray, 
Till loſt in hazy miſts they fade wwiy; 
But faint degrees tlie diſtant proſpect dies, 
And the blue landſcape melts into the ſkies. 


Where gently Cox's pellueid waters glide, 
Here + Fartrord rears her tower with conſcious 
pride; | 
Whoſe windows, with hiftoric painting dight, 
Artrat the curious travellers Wondering fight : : 


2a kts end USB aber them the | 
the remains of un encumpment. 


+ Fairford is a town in Gloceſterſhire, famous for the painted 
(gu in the church window, 
And 


* / 
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And there, conſpicuous mid the lawny glade, 


Fair CixzncEsTER ſpreads her ample ſhade, 

Hail happy ſeat ! whoſe twilight glooms among 
Full many à bird has raiſed the taneful ſong. 
Grows not an oak his hundred arms who ſpreads . 
O'er the gay verdure of thy fruitful meads ; 
Sighs not a grotto to thy marmiuring giles, 

Now flows 4 fountain thrbugh thy winding vales $ 
But ſeems & claflic influence to diffuſe, 

To Seience dear, and haunted by the Mees: 
Who oft as morning pours her miſty ray, 

Or fades the glimmering beam of paiting day, 
Explores each nodding grove; and every plain, 
Sacred to her and all her favorite train. E 
Theſe ſcenes could ADIO “s chaſte notes infpire ; 
Here Port harmonious ſtruek his filver lyre, 


Caught dn Meſe ſolemm ſhades the giotious plan, 


To vindieate the wWays of God to man.“ 
AznuTHwoT here, and dir r, with uſeful art 
Rear'd Satite's dreaded ſcourge, or ſteel'd her dart: 
Here Pi iox the Gi acxs form d thy fofter lay 

And taught the moral firkin to blamelefs Gar; 
Each pleaſed the maſter's praiſes to engage, 

The famed Meg of that . age. 


Aer fack hm Oasen naar ans 
To mark the notes of my inglorieus train ? 
ES 7 <0 Mini 


— 


1 
* 
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Shall I preſume in theſe degenerate days 


To form one humble verſe to Barnunsr's praiſe? 


Ves, thou wilt deign my artleſs notes to hear, 

Wilt to my ſtrain inglorious bend thine ear; 

And as thy patronage, with noontide ray, 

Bade to full vigour ſhoot the verdant bay, 
Taught it the ſtorms of envy to deride, 

And ſpread it's waving boughs with ſummer pride; 
So thy declining beam with milder power 

Shall ſhed it's ma on the autumnal flower. 


O bleſt old man! on thy thrice happy head 
Her choiceſt gifts has ſmiling Fortune ſhed ; 
Has been for once from taſte capricious free, 
And true to virtue's eauſe in favoring thee. 


As Anna's hand around thy youthful brow _ 


Thy country's faireſt honors taught to grow; 

So now, while JusTics bids exulting fame 
Tell to ſucceeding times her ArsLEY's name, 
Marking the ſource from whence his merit flows, 
A freſher wreath thy grateful Prince beſtows, 
Meantime, diſarm'd ef all his hoſtile rage, 
Lenient on thee, deſcends the weight of Age; 
While ſtill thy ſoul preſerves her wonted power, 


To charm the letter'd or the ſocial hour : : 
No ſharp diſeaſe attends his gentle reign, 


Nor palſied indolence nor waſting pain, | 
cd: 3: | But 
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But healthful through the woods thy footſteps ſtray, 
Where thy own oaks their gloomy ſhade diſplay: 
For to thy lot of all mankind is given 

That joy peculiar by indulgent heaven, 

To ſee, while round the barbarous hand of taſte 
Deforms the grove, and lays the foreſt waſte, 

O'er each uncultured hill, and barren glade, 

Thy riſing thickets ſpread unuſual ſhade, 

And, in their full luxuriance dreſs'd, diſplay 

Their waving foliage to the face of day. 


May thy example Buiraix's lords inſpire! 
O may they catch from thee the patriot fire! 
Then ſhall the Dxyavs, aud their ſprightly train, . 
Rove o'er the extent of many a barren plain : | 
O'er the bleak waſte, where dreary heath and ſkies 
Fatigue the ſight, the foreſt then ſhould rife; 
Again on Wiwps0&'s heights the woods be ſeen, 
And _ ſable hills be cloath'd with green ; 
Her ruſſet mountains ſend their oaks once more © 
To waft deſtruction to ſome hoſtile ſhore. 


What though BarTanx1a's plains manured with 
Refuſe the plants of every ſoil to bear; 
What though no olive grow among her vales, 


\ No citron groves perfume her balmy gales; 


C 2 Though 
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Though IxpIaꝰs ſpicy foreſts are denied, 

Nor ſpreads Jupe4's palm her leafy pride; 

Yet her thick woods unnumber'd trees produce, 
Sacred at once to ornament and uſe. | 
With verdant beech her towering hills are ſpread, 
And Scor14's pine erects her gloomy head; 

The ſhapely fir that graced * OL, xwyvs' brow 
Deigns o'er her heights to wave her filver bough ; 
And, holy LzBanon, thy cedars riſe, 

Hang o'er her cliffs, nor dread her northern ſkies ; 
The elm and pliant aſh, a vigorous train, 

Deck with reſplendent green the ſmiling plain; 
The bending willow o'er the marſhy glade 
And ſhining poplar ſhed a trembling ſhade ; 
And many a hardy plant is waſted o'er 

To grace her foreſts from the ArLanTic ſhore, 
Whoſe branches, rifing from the kindred ſoil, 

Here too, matured by many rolling years, 
Above the reſt her native oak appears; 

Whoſe giant limbs extend her nobleſt boaſt, 
Fees Ger grooms, hl bale af hor ona 


: * The &r that Tournefort foys grows in foch. abundance on 
Mount Olympus, is what we tall the filver fir, which agrees re- 


 markably well with this climate, and will bear the moſt expoſed 

NS RACER oo. 
898 | 
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Sure when the Dzvio train with awful rite 

In pious orgies paſt the dreary night; 
While, as their eps the hallow'd trunk ſurrogad, 
The myſtic mifletoe their forcheads bound ; 
They meant to teach their ſons ſucceeding race, 
To venerate the groves that deck'd the place. 
O ever on BaiTayxita's grateful breaſt, 
Unhurt by time, this image be impre(s'd ! 
Still may her heart that ſacred tree adore, | 
Which drives invaſion from her peaceful ſhore : 
So ſhall each ſtorm of war, whoſe fatal ſway 7 
Speeds o'er her neighbouring realms its bloody way, 
Break like the baffled ſtorm againſt her coaſt, 
Its force unheeded, and its fury loſt ; 

As her own oak defies the headlong courſe 
Of warring winds, and mocks the tempeſt's force. 


Nor does fair At. Bion view with envious eye 
The ripe productions of a ſouthern ſky. 
Let the rich vineyard ſpread its purple ſtores 
O'fer GaLtL1a's coaſts, and LusiTania's ſhores ; 
Where with hard hands the tawny peaſants preſs 
The ſwelling grape, a foreign board to bleſs: 
Though 'neath our rougher heaven the docile vine 
Around the lofty elm refuſe to twine, 


Yet 


* 
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Yet has Pouox 4 with no niggard hand 
Her bluſhing orchards ſcatter'd o'er the land; 
Whoſe ruddy fruits a generous ſtream produce 
Strong as the cluſter'd grape's inſpiring juice. 
Our humble yales the hop's green tendrils grace 
Claſping their ſtays in many a cloſe embrace ; 
Theſe to the bearded barley's harveſt join'd, 
By ſkill concocted, and with care refined, 
A liquor yield, that BaITAIx's ſons draw forth 
Mantling, and bright, the vintage of the north ! 
Which crowns the humble and the haughty board, 
And chears alike the peaſant and the lord ; 
Regales o'erwearied labor at his toil, 
And teaches fainting induſtry to ſmile. 
The thankful ſwain beholds the goblet ſhine, ' 
Nor envies other lands their roſy wine, 
Where ſlaviſh hinds with ſkillful hands prepare 
The luſcious beverage, which they muſt not ſhare. 
Refreſh'd with this, Barrannia's ſons ſuſtain 
The keeneſt labors of the toilſome plain; 
Nor, when the hours of work are paſt, employ 
The vacant eve in gay luxurious joy, 
1 +'Trill the looſe air, or beat the echoing ground 
_ "a To the ſoft flute, or tabor's ſprightly ſound; 
| & But with knit limbs on rougher paſtime bent, 
| They train their ſinews to their full extent; 
| 4 | , | Direct 
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Direct the quoit, or hurl the maſſy bar, 

Or wage with brawny arms the ſportive war, 

In other realms, to humble ſwains unknown, 

While honor fires nobility alone, 

Our meaneſt peaſants ſhare the generous lame, 

And learn to glow at freedom's hallow'd dame; 

Hence have they, led by Glory's call afar, 

With hoſts unnumber'd waged the unequal war - 

Hence CxRss v's field, Porter's victorious fray ; 

Hence glorious AcixncovakrT, thy wonderous day! 

Hence Euzoys ſaved near Dax vnx's diſtant flood; 

And BLEnatim's ramparts red with GaLLic blood! 

And hence thoſe manly deeds renew'd again l 

On ABranam's heights, and Minpen's trophied 
plain, ; 


O ne'er may fell Corruption's tainting force 
Poiſon of all our pride this happy ſource ! 
To falſe refinement with deſtructive pains 
Poliſh the manly roughneſs of our ſwains | 
Exiled from other realms, while here alone 
Fair Liberty eres her holy throne, 
The exulting train, her glorious gifts who ſhare, 
Will ſcorn of foreign crowds the ſuppliant air : 
Who ſees our clowns obſequious, ſecs the day 
That gives our glory and our rights away. 
| | In 
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In vain would laws guard Freedom's ſacred ftirine, 
Tf Freedom's ſons their native worth reſign ; | 
In vain ſhall fraud attempt, or force alarm, 

| While valor ſteels the breaſt, and labor nerves the 
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BOOK II. 


HE ſultry hours are paſt : and Phœbus now 
& Spreads yellower rays along the mountain's 
brow: J 
The broken clouds unnumber'd tints diſplay, 
Drinking the effulgence of departing day; 
And to our eyes preſent a radiant view 
IrALIA's purpled ether never knew. 
The eaſtern proſpect now attraQts the fight 
Where every ſhrub reflects the ſetting light : 
With ruddy flaſh the cottage caſement gleams, 
And ſhines the waving wood with golden beams. 


Where Is1s ſtream divides yon diftant glade, 
Lo“ Nuxzran riſes midſt the ſombre ſhade; 


® The ſcat of Earl Harcourt, 


D While 
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While at her feet, as the clear current bends, 

The lofty ſpire of ABincpon aſcends. | 
 Hyc814 and her On Ab train inhale 
On *RavLey's fite the pure etherial gale. 
on +CunznnusyY's ramparts, urged by 
The ſhining plowſhare turns the fruitful 
Where erſt the peaſant ſaw with anxious fear 
The gleaming falchion and protended ſpear, 
On t HinTow's verdant brow the lofty trees 
Tremble obedient to the evening breeze: 
And Pusz her inverted dome ſurveys 

In the ſmooth ſtream that through her MEETS. th 
5 ſtrays. C 

See 5 BucxLand here her lovely ſcenes diſplay, 
Which rude &er while in rich diſorder lay, 
Till Taſte and Genius with correftive hand 
Spread culture's niceft veſture oer the land, 
Ranged every object in its faireſt light, 
And called each latent beauty to he fight; 
Cloathed the declining ſlope with pendant wood, 
And oer the ſedge-grown meadow poured the flood, 


* The ſeat of Sir William Stouhoule Bart, 

+ An encampment, faid to be Daniſh, „ 
Faringdon. 

1 The Seat of the Reverend Mr John Loder. 

| The Seat of Mn Allen. 

W 
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\ 
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While manly Execution's aftive arm 

Wakes to exiſtence each ideal charm, 

In the deep gloom of yon impervious bowers, 
There tf CansweLL hides her hoſpitable towers: 
And at our feet where the rich paſtures ſpread, 
Lo“ Way rears her renovated head, 

As art and active labor, join'd, improve 

Each fair extended lawn and riftng grove, 

New ſcenes unfolding ſtill on every fide 

Declare the affluence induſtry fupplied. 


 Bluſb! Bluſh, ye ſons of power? who proudly 
ſtand 
Rich in the ruins of your native land; 
Who every virtue, every right have fold, 
For royal ſmiles, or miniſterial gold; 
Proud on your breaſts a glittering badge to bear, 
True honor hates, and freedom fcorns to wear, 
If worth, or ſhewn in peace, or proved in war, 
Shed not a livelier luſtre than the ſtar. 1 
Bluſh, ye fell race! who croſt d the briny flood, 
_ Foes to mankind ! and prodigal of blood! 
tt The Seat of Edward Southby, Eſq ; 
® The Seat of Charles Pye, Eſq ; 
| D 2 With 
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With wanton rage to waft pale famine o'er 

From ALB10n's cliffs to ſad Bzncala's ſhore : 

Where ſtarving myriads on the cruel train 

Called Juſtice* awful ſword, but ealled in vain ; 

Till Bairain's ſenate, fired with patriot flame, 

Reſolved to vindicate their country's fame, 

Bade ExncLand's laws to Gaxozs' banks extend, 

And equal rule the Invian's life defend. 

Though Gzx zc14's orders grace your marble dome, 

Though blooms the faireſt landſcape where ye roam, 

Yet ſacred Juſtice ſhall your ſeats pervade, | 

And Conſcience haynt you through the deepeſt 
ſhade: ; 

Whilſt him whoſe wealth the arts of commerce raiſe, 

Mankind ſhall honor, and the Muſe ſhall praiſe. 

But if like thine, O CnaxL s | his generous heart 

The ſmiles of fortune to his friends impart; 

If heaven, that gave him affluence, * 

A ſoul to every ſocial duty true; | 

Virtue with joy ſhall chant his favor'd name, 

And give a wreath beyond the power of fame; 

While all who know his worth exulting find 

That fortune, blefling him, has bleſt mankind. 


bs 
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Lo * SyrttIinGroRD, and + STaxrorD, midſt 
the train | 

Of hoary trees that ſkirt yon level plain, 
The lofty tower and pointed ſpire diſplay 
Conſpicuous, glittering in the weſtern ray: 
And on yon hill its diſtant head that rears, 
® Locxince aloft thy ſhining dome appears! 
Beneath, what woodland nymph with artful hand 
The vaulted grotto's ſparry roof has plan'd, 
Taught the rude arch with pendant ore to ſhine, 
And ranged each bright production of the mine? 
No ſylvan Goddeſs this retreat can claim, 
Form'd by the fancy of a mortal dame; 
Who from yon humble vale's irriguous bed 
To the higtreliff the chryſtal fountain led; 

ence bade in murmurs ſoft the lucid wave 
Pour its fair current through the craggy cave; 
Where every Natad 'midſt the rocks reclined, 
Approves what Taſte and Wy monpzsoLD defign'd. 


A Seat of Lord Spencer's, 

+ A Village between Wantage and Faringdon. 

The Seat of Charles Wymondeſold, Eſq ; where there is a 
moſt beautiful Grotto, entirely formed by the taſte, and in great 
meaſure by the hands of Mrs Wymondeſold, 


Ye 
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Ye envious trees! why does your leafy pride, 
Stretch'd o'er the bending valley, WanTAGs hide ?=- 
Sure every Musk and every Gn ACR will join 
With votive hands the faireſt wreath to twine; 
Cull with aſſiduous toil the choiceſt flowers, 

And hang the brighteſt garland on her towers: 
While grateful Liberty ſhall love the ſhade, 

Her guardian chief where foſtering Virtue laid ; 
And BaITAIx's Genius bleſs the hallow'd earth 
Which gave her patriat king, her ALyRED, birth. 


That equal laws theſe happy regions ſhare 
Springs, prince benign ! from thy paternal care. 
Through the dark miſts which Error o'er mankind 
Tenfold had ſpread, and wrap'd the human mind 3 
At thy command fair Science ſhot, her light, 
And chaced the horrid gloom of Goruic night; 
To Is18 brink the wandering Musss led, 
And taught each drooping art to lift her head hows 
Hence with the warrior laurels blood ſtain'd bough 
That binds with ſacred wreath thy canqueaing , 
' brow, | 5 
Wiſdom's illuftrious Goddeſs interweaves . 
With myſtic hand her olive's peaceful leaves. 
| Thine 
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Thine is the gift that here no alien crew, 

To venal intereſt more than juſtice true, 

Judge with unpitying eye misfortune's cauſe, 

With cruel power enforcing cruel laws ; 

But watchful Tutu o'er each freeman rears 

That ſacred ſhield, THE JUDGMENT OF nis PERRS, 
By which protected BaiTarx's dauntleſs train 

See factions rage, and tyrants frown, in vain. 


O dear-bought Freedom I if thy holy flame 


vo 


' Quit the low vales and ſhoot into the ſkies, 


Burns in-our ſouls, nor reſts an empty name; 


Tf for thy ſake the kindling warmth we feel 


Unwarp'd by ſelfiſh views or party zeal ; 
May we with wakeful, nay with jealous, eye 
Regard this hallow'd ſource of Liberty ; | 
This once attack'd, on which her rights depend; | 
May every breaſt the guardian power defend ; 
Each patriot tongue aſſert our injured laws, 

And pour refiftleſs ſounds in freedom's cauſe z 
Each patriot arm, ſhould cloquence be vain, 
Lift the dread falchion on the embattled plain; 
May we with more than ancient zeal purſue 
Rights, Roms and boaſted Sax rA never knew; 
Guard this PALLavrium with our lateſt breath, 
Or periſh with it in a glorious death ! 


Where from the fertile plain yon hills ariſe, 


Carved 


ö 
„ 

[ 
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Carved rudely on the pendant ſod, is ſeen 

The“ ſnow-white courſer ſtretching o'er the green: 
The antique figure ſcan with curious eye, 

The glorious monument of victory 

There EncLanD rear'd her long dejected head, 


There Ar ra triumph'd, and invaſion bled. 


Long had proud Dzxmarx ftretch'd the iron hand | 


Of harſh oppreſſion o'er the groaning land; | 


The freeborn ſwains, to mean ſubjection broke, 
In ſilent ſorrow bore the opprobrious yoke : 
Their virtuous prince to wilds and foreſts driven, 


No ſhed to ſcreen him from the inclement heaven, 


Hears all around his ſubjects cries aſcend, . 
And ſees them fink unable to defend; 

Chaced by his foes diſguiſed he treads the plain, 
A wretched exile in his own domain ! 

Much hardſhip borne, and many dangers paſt, 
On ſuffering virtue fortune ſmiles at laſt : 
Artouſed to vengeance by his people's woe 

He frowns defiance on the inſulting foe ; 


| Leaves every fear and every doubt behind. 
| High waves the Saxon banner to the wind | 


» White beck Kill, calls from the iur of » kaſi 
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Fired at the fight, the country far and wide 
Pours forth. her veteran ſons on every fide ; 

His truſty bow each hardy yeoman draws, 

Or lifts his ſhining brand in freedom's cauſe : 

Freedom reſounds from each determined voice, 
Freedom the firſt, and death the ſecond, choice ; 
Courage and Conqueſt o'er their helmets play ; 
The invader trembled at the dread array ; 
Onward reſfiftleſs march'd the impetuous hoft x 
And fell Oppreſſion fled the hoſtile coaſt : 

The exulting ſteed in conquering ſtandards flies, 
" White Denmark's raven ſereaming quits the fries ; 
And hence the victor's jocund hands portray'd 
The Saxon enfign on yon verdant glade. 


His country freed, diſcerning Atrzzv faw 
How vain the civil bond of focial law; 
Of crowds untrain'd how weik the hafty aid, 
That policy which guards each modern throne 
Was then to Europe's bounded kings unknown ; 
No artful ſtateſman then with treacherous breaſt 
Arm'd half a people to enſlave the reſt. 
With milder care a rampart firm he plan'd 
To ſave from future f6es the happy land x 
The nobleſt rampart liberty can find, 
When freemen guard, the freedom of mankind. 

KR He 
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He taught each ſturdy laborer of the field I 
The fickle and the ſword by turns to wield : 
With chearful induſtry the generous ſwains 
Till for their wealthy lords the peaceful plains z 
Or, rouſed from rural toil by wars alarms, 
Beneath their well known banners ruſh to arms. 
Let other realms where Freedom never ſmiled, 
O'er- awed by rigor, or by fraud beguiled, 
See mercenary bands ſurround the throne, 
Or ſafety ſeek from alien arms alone: 
But ſhall not ExcLaxd bluſh for every ſon | 
Too proud to guard the rights his fires have won ? 
Rights, in whoſe cauſe full many a warrior ſtood, 
By toil obtain'd, and ſeal'd with patriot blood ! 
Though envy frown, though venal millions blame, 
Shall the not ever love her CnarRHAu's name, 
Who while on diſtant climes her rage he pour d, 
Prudent at home this beſt defence reſtored ; 
Her manly ſons array'd with parent care, 
| Arouſed once more her ruſtic youth to war, 
And. bade her breezy hills, and fruitful plains, 
Send forth in arms agaik their native ſwains. 
Lives there a man in this exultiog idle, . | 
Who ſees our orchards bloom, our harveſts ſmile, 
Who every breath in perſect freedom draws, 


MAIDEN by the nobleſt lawsz >» 
Would 
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Would wiſh to break the fence by wiſdom plan'd, 
And wreſt the ſword from every freeman's hand, 
Wiſh to behold our bare defenceleſs coaſts 
Unarm'd, or guarded but by foreign hoſts? 
Dare thy ſtrong powers O eloquence employ, 
This beſt internal bulwark to deſtroy ? 
Though every guile of ſpecious fraud he uſe, 
Mid liſtening crowds his poiſon to infuſe ; 
Try every wile his curs'd deſigns to hide 
Superior truth his cunning ſhall deride, 

Shall tear each paltry mean diſguiſe away, 
Expoſe his rancour to the face of day ; 

His ſelfiſh views to all mankind impart, 

And ſhew the traitor graven on his heart, 


Now turn your eyes and from the mountain's brow 
Direct them to the cultured vale below; | 
How rich the ſpacious plains that ſtretch between 
Ho ripe the harveſts, and the meads how green? 
The herds in myriads o'er the paſtures throng ; 
And mingled lowings break each rural ſong, 
Where cer with patient care the laborer's hand 
Guides the ſharp plow-ſhare through the fertile land, 
The farmers ſee the produce crown their toil, 
Eye the rich ſcene, and bleſs the happy ſoil, 

| at it. | Soon 


* 
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Soon ſhall the yellow wealth whoſe ſwelling 
The ftalk low bending hardly now ſuſtains, 

Stored in the barn with jocund labor, yield 

To every rural ſport the uncumber'd field. 

The pointer then ſhall o'er the ſtubbled vale 

Range unconſined, and catch the tainted gale: _ 
The hound's quick ſcent, or greyhound's eager view, 
Oer the-ſmooth plain the timid hare purſue ; | 
Then ſwelling on the burthen'd breeze afar, 

Shall burſt the tumult of the woodland war; 
While relh'ths Jerky yienh wich: bromide tyoee” 
To ſee the wily fox unpityed bleed. | 

Let not the Muss the active toil deſpiſe, 

Or from the chace avert her angry eyes: | 
Though gentle “ Sunns ron deem'd the hunter's 
Drown'd with its clamorous ſtrain the lyric note: 

Though penfive Tuostson, indolently laid 
Beneath che ſilver willows trembling ſhade, 
Blame, as his hands the barbed weapon draw 
| O peace to yonder clamorous horn 


That drowns the facred lyre. Thoſe 
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"Thoſe, who in manly ſport with frantic joy 
The rapid tenants of the wood deſtroy : 
Yet has the warbling lyre in many a ſtrain 
Deſcribed the active pleaſures of the plain: 
The moral bard of Winpzor's royal groves 
Sings of the hunter, and his toil approves ; 
Even he, whoſe verſe to mortal eyes has given 
The wrath of angels, and the wars of heaven, 
Joyful has liſten'd to the hounds, and horn, 
Rouſing with chearful peal the lumbering morn : 
Nor ſhall with þrow averſe the rural Musz 
To Sous the Poct's meed refuſe, 
Whoſe filfal notes each ſylvan paſtime trace, 
And teach the various mazes of the chace; 
Whence livelier thoughts and lighter ſpirits riſe, 
Strength knits the limbs and courage fires the eyes, 
 Glows in the ruddy cheek a purer blood, a 
7.9 e ee th © ORIG 
Propitious now on ai favor'd iſle - 
Though white-rolfd Peace and jocund Plenty ſmile; 
Though while hex wrath on hoſtile ſhores is husl'd,/ 
Unhurt the fits amidſt a warring world; 
Say, have the tranquil ſcenes which now we ſee -: 
Been ever ſuch, and muſt they ever be? 


o Liftening how the hounds and horn 
Chearly rouſe the Numbering morn. 
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Ah! may not civil diſcord ſtalk again 

With bloody footſteps o'er her ravaged plain? 

Or fell invaſion waſte her fenceleſs coaſt, 

Her guardian fleet by adverſe tempeſts toſs'd ? 
Then, if our country's bleeding breaſt demands 
The aid of dauntleſs breaſts, and ready hands, 
To the ftout race who haunt the hill and dale 
Will nothing then the hunter's toil avail ?— 
While round her feeble votary's drooping brow . 
What verdant wreaths ſhall letter'd ſloth beſtow ? 
In vain may patriot zeal the boſom warm, 

If pale diſeaſe unnerve the willing arm: 

While the bold youth whoſe hardy frame defies 
The force of fighting winds and angry ſkies ; 
Who braving winter's rage purſues the chace, 
The ſleety tempeſt rattling in his face; 

Or when the dog ſtar ſhoots his ſultry rays, 
Ranges unconquer'd by the ſcorching blaze z 
Shall, if he lead BziTanx14's ruſtic train 

To the dread conflict of ſome bloody plain, 
Shrink not, though ſummer ſans their beams unfold, 


Or biting froſts intenſely pierce with cold, 


But Freedom's call with ſtedfaſt march Nene 
Through noontide's fultry heats or NNE chill- 
ing dew; 
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Too much the enervate bards of modern days 
Attune to ſlothful eaſe their moral lays ; 
The ſeats of ancient lore their favorite theme, 
Lyceum's ſhade, and hoary Ac Abzuz; 
Forgetful that the ſtadium's hardy toil, 
The boxer's cæſtus, and the wreſtler's oil, 
Sent GRC Is heroes forth a vigorous train, 
| Learn'd in the ſchools and victors on the plain. 
The ATaznian ſage, his Country's pride and 

ſhame, | | 

Is known to martial, as to letter'd, fame ; 
Now did he ſooth with truth's divine beheſt, 
Young ALciviapes, thy fervent breaſt, 
Now through the paths of war thy ſteps he led, 
And + rear'd his guardian buckler o'er thy head. 
And f he, whoſe mind with active virtue fraught, 
PraQticed each leſſon that his maſter taught, 
Not ſatisfied of love divine to dream, 
And frame republics by Il iss u ſtream ; 
The illuſtrious chief who led his glorious band 
Oer barren rocks, and deſarts black with ſand, 
Still undiſmay'd amidſt ſurrounding woes, 
Scill ſcattering terror on unnumber d foes, _- 


% 


® Socrates, 
— ́—— belag woual- 
od at Potidæa, and reſcued by Socrates. 
1 Tenophon. 
Learn'd 
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Learn'd midſt the echoing foreſts to ſuſtain 

The toils of war and all her horrid train; 

Then taught, deſcending to the embattled field, 
BARBARIAN rage and Pzxs1an wiles to _ 


Let Luxury's filken fons with careleſs pride 
The votaries firm of manly toil deride, 
Wrap'd in inglorious floth, let them deſpiſe 
The noble thirſt of daring enterpriſe. 
But ſhall. the Muss, whoſe hand ſhould point the 
Which leads o'er rugged ſteeps to fame's abode ; = 
Whoſe voice ſhould loudly chant each hero's name, 
To wake in other minds a kindred flame ?— 
Shall ſhe inglorious now in firen lays 
Laviſh on harmleſs indolence her praife ; 
Damp the ftrong flame that warms the noble breaſt, 
And huſh each generous paſſion into reſt ? 
Shall ſhe to thoſs alone confine the ſong. 
Who creep obſcure life's tranquil vale along, 
And blame the dauntlefs few who dare explore 
The dangerous rocks of bold ambition's ſhore ; 
Who tempt with venturous prow life's ſtormy ſeas, 
And toil themſelves to buy for others caſe; 
Unawed by tyrant power, or faQtious hate, 2 
nnn 
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Or pluck bright honor's ſacred meed afar, 
Undaunted, from the frowning front of war? 
Well may with pious hand the indignant MU 
To many s victor d brow the wreath refuſe,” © 
Well may the teir the laurel vainly ſpread = 
Oer many u king's and many a'watrior's head; · 
And curſe a Cxz$ar's or a CxouwsL:” s name, 
Though erring myriads call their ravage fame. * 
But ſhall not they who conquer, or who " 
In the great ſtrife of injured" Liberty, 1 
A tribute from the peaceful bard expect, | 
Sung by thoſe Muszs whom their ſwords protect 1 | 
Say cannot Gurren and Rous their warriors bring, 
To whom even Virtue's hand might ſtrike the 2 


Say cannot Ar nion, *mongſt whoſe ſons we find 


All that exalts and dignifies mankind ; 
| Say cannot me afford ſuch themes of praiſe 
A well might grace the'poer's chaſteſt lays ? 
She can !-—She can !—Her Ar FAE planning laws, 
Her Godlike Hauspzn bleeding' in their cauſe ; i | 
Guiding with uncorrupted hands the late jo 
Her Watstv0na In ſpite of fortune great; © ©* 
Her gallant Wor. ys tflumphant'even in death - / 
While weeping Victory caught his parting breath 1 
Her Hawxz, whoſe urdor rocks nor moals could bar, 
Nor the dread rage of elemental wur, 

F While 
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While his bold fleet the Ga vi's deſign explores, 
Deſtroys his navy, and inſults his ſhores ; 
Are themes whoſe force the coldeſt bard may fire, 
To call forth rapture from his ſounding lyre, 
While Truth ſhall liſten to the warbling ſtrings, 
And Reaſon ane what Fancy ſings. 


Enough, . raſh Muss tempt not * arduous 
height | 
Which aſks the Rpis- or Findaric fie: 1 . 

To the fair vale again reduce the lay, 
Ere envious twilight ſnatch the ſcene away ; ; 
For evening's ſhades with deepening tint prevail, 
And darkneſs ſoon ſhall wrap the miſty dale. 
ES Here * CoLEs41LL's towers . their ſhare of 
fame, 
Proud of their ſite, and their great itte: name; 
There, ſhelter d from the ſtorm by bowering trees, 
| The milder charms of verdant +Bzcxzr pleaſe, 
What though her level lawn nor ſinks, nor ſwells, 
Forms riſing hills, or hollow-winding dells : 
Yet every friend to genuine taſte, who roves _ 
r her groves, 


| '* The Seat of the Earl of Radnor, bat by dupe Jones 
Shall 
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Shall ſee a grace in every ſolemn ſhade, = 
And own that beauty crowns each watry glade. 
Let Taſte capricious ſtrive to charm the heart 
With all the nice perplexities of art, 
With toil immenſe a fickly ſcene produce 
Trifling in ornament, as void of uſe, 
Bid BxITAIx's hills Az anra's ſweets perfume, * g 
Bid in our vales Sa BAN roſes bloom, 3 
Bid ſummer's fruits midſt winter's froſts appear, 
Force ſtubborn Nature and invert the year: | 
To blend utility with each deſign 
The nobler praiſe, O BaxzixncTon ! be thine; 
The ſmooth canal whoſe ample ſheet ſupplies 
Food for the board, and pleaſure to the eyes, 
O'er the moraſs in ſhining volumes laid 
Drains the moiſt ſurface of the ruſhy glade, 
And where the marſh and frequent ſlough impede 
The ſhatter'd carriage, and the floundering ſteed, 
There the firm cauſeys formed by uſeful care 
Or the deep vale the thankful traveller bear. 


Contract the proſpect now, and mark more near 
Fair Fanmnovon her humble turret rears 
| F 33 Where 
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® Where once the tapering ſpire conſpicuous grow, 
Till cjvil ftrife the ſacred pile o erthrew: | 
For as on hapleſs STvazT's ruin bent. 

| Againſt yon walls their lord his thunder ſent, 

And led with ruthleſs rage the hoſtile train, 
While his own weeping 'Lazzs plead 3 
The balls invade, with exzing fury driven, 
The hallow'd ſtructure copſecrate to heaven. - 
Such is alas the baleful fruit that ſprings 
From factious ſubjets and oppreſive kings ! 


My peaceful fires in ſplemn filence reſt — 
Imagination flags her pipions here, 

And o'er the marble drops dhe filial tear: 
Here too the Mus prepares the wotive verſe, 
The moyrnful tribute to a paxens's horſe = 
O ſacred name! by every tie cadear'd | 
Loved by yaus friend by dll who: knew revered. = 
How well you bare, to freedom ever juſt, 
This fertile county's delegated truſt, 

| . has 7 rojat artifon In the civil wan, and 
_ was one of the l fees that held our for the king; repulſing 
with mt loſs a large party of the Parliament forces, after the 
ſurrender of Oxford. Sir Robert Pye, owner of the houſe, who 
married a daughter of Hambden, and was a Colonel in the Parliay 
ment army, commanded this attack, in which the ſpire of Faring · 
don Church was beat down by the artillery, 0 
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The Bx1T184 ſenate ſaw; when firm you flood, 
Firm to fair virtue, and your country's gbod ; 
Friend to the worth from patriot zeal that ſprings, 
No dupe to faction, and no ſlave to kings. 

How far your private merits could extend, 

How kind a father, and how warm a friend, 

My faultering voice would ſirive to ſing in vain, 
For guſhing tears would choak the imperfect ſtrain; 
The force of words unequal to impart 

The firong ſenſations of my heaving heart. 


Here ever lumbering with the filent dead, 
Thy daughter, glorious HamBpex ! refts her head. 
Ah cruel mother! ſay, why does not here 
Thy youthful Haus preſs his early bier? 
Why does no ſtoried urn his worth proclaim, 
Who ſhared his grandfire's virtues with his name? 
Untimely on a diſtant ſhore he died, 
The wretched victim of a parent's pride. 


Ye mourning Loves and Graces, aid the verſe, 
While I in plaintive notes his woes rehearſe ; 
To theſe his native fields his wrongs relate, 

The hapleſs ſtory of a Lover's fate. e271 
His youthful form could boaſt each manly grace, 
Health ſtrung his nerves, and beauty deck'd his 

face; 
Ingenuous 
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Ingenuous ſhame, and truth that ſcorns diſguiſe, L 
Glow in his cheek, and ſparkle in his eyes: 

But ah ! when manhood now with genial ray 
Began to call his virtues into day, 
Love |! all controuling love! whoſe fatal power 
Spares the rank weed to crop the bluſhing flower, 
Nip'd all his ripening graces in their bloom, 4 
And early mark'd his merits for the tomb, 


3 JD 
An aged ſwain, whoſe lowly cottage tood . 

Where midſt the valley ſpreads yon riſing wood, 

A lovely daughter had, whoſe matchleſs form 

The frozen heart of ſapleſs age might warm: 

With falling ſnow her poliſt'd ſkin could vie, 

Her lips the coral ſhamed, the jet her eye: 

There love and modeſty united ſpeak, 

And opening roſes paint her glowing cheek ; 

'The ſoft redundance of her hair behind RAY 

Flow'd looſe, and careleſs wanton'd in the wind; 

Such powerful charms the youthful Hauzpgn 

He ſaw perfection, and he felt deſire: | 

The growing paſſion every thought employs, 

Diſturbs his peace, and poiſons all his joys. 

Mazia's image ever in his breaſt - 2 

His daily eaſe deſtroys and nightly reſt ; 

From his wan cheek the lively erimſon flies, 

And ſmiling health forſakes his ſinking eyes: 

No 
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No more his well-breath'd hounds, at early dawn 
Ranging, daſh eager o'er the dewy lawn ; 

Now fad he wanders through the ſylvan glades, 
And ſighs reſponſive to the loneſome: ſhades, - 
Each Echo anſwers to his mournful tale, 

And penſive numbers float on every gale. 


But, as encreaſing love refiſileſs ew, 


From his torn boſom vanquiſh'd prudence flew 


To fair Maz1a's feet he fighing came, 
Confeſs'd her empire and avow'd his flame 
Soon his ſoft words the beauteous virgin move, 
And ſecret Hymzn crown'd his eager love, 
Now peace and happineſs appear to ſpread 
Their flattering pinions o'er his fayor'd head; 
Love every joy and every charm ſupplies, 

And marks each golden moment as it flies. 

Ah hapleſs pair ! the ſhort-lived bliſs enjoy, 
Soon ſhall impending clouds your calm deſtroy ; 
Even now, with more than mortal yengeance red, 
The tempeſt burſts on each devoted head. 


Ten quick-revolving moons had roll'd away, 


And ſmiling tranſport crown'd each happy day ; 


When various ſymptoms to the world diſcloſe 
Maz1a ſoon muſt feel a mother's throes : 
The 
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The buſy neighbours round the tale proclaim, 
And ſcowling envy triumphs in her ſhame. 

Each clawniſh tongue her reputation tear, 
Throws with indignant ſcorn the vail aſide, 
And owns the fair Man 14 for his bride, | 
Soon as his cruel mother heard the tale, 

Swift grows her cheek with trembling anger pale; 
In vain his youth, in vain her beauties plead, - © 
Inftant revenge purſues the imprudent deed; 

No worth could pleaſe to peaſants when allied, 
No charms diſarm the force. of female pride. 

Say did thy father ſuch diſtinctions find, 
Amidſt the equal race of human kind, 

When his keen ſword he drew in freedom's cauſe, 
And bled to vindicate her trampled laws ? 


While rage and hate the ruthleſs matron fire, 
Tries every art a father's wratk to move, 
Awake his vengeance, and ſubdue his love. 
With ſavage cruelty they now divide | 
The hapleſs Haunpzn from his weeping bride 


-P 
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She rends her hair, and beats her breaſt in vain, 
Torn from her arms he ſeeks the diſtant main. 
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It chanced that BzxiTain's hardy ſons prepare 

To pour on haughty Syarn their naval war. 
Brief let me be, the winds propitious blew, 

Proud oer the waves the gallant navy flew ; 
Bx1TAIN aloft her bloody enfign ſpread, * 
Iszx IA ſaw, the trembled, and ſhe fled ; 

While her reſiſtleſs foes exulting bore 

The ſpoils of India to their native ſhore, 

Ah gallant youth! nor native ſhore, nor friend, 
Shall c'er to thee their welcome fight extend; 

Far on & hoſtile coaſt thy body lies, 

Waſh' d by rude e or kerched by ſaltry fries, 


When fad Mat12 lacs the tite of w 
From het full eyes no guſhing torrents flow; : 
No current gives her burthen'd breaſt relief; 
But pale the ſullen fits in ſilent grief; 

Till, ber heart burſting with redonbled fighs, | 
* calls her much lovd Hans * 2 | 
_ 
The haughty parents, then alas too late ! 
Mourn their ünhappy ſon's diſaſtrous fate; 
Grieve for the woes their fatal rage ſupplied | 
| Tear thelr grey 16cks, and curſe their fooli pride; 
Pout tears of anguiſh G Mat a%s grave, 
And weep the victims they refuſed to ſave. 

G Turn 
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1 — the ard head, 
The awful manſions of the filent dead! . 
To where the green-rob'd Dryads joyful v. rove | 
*Midf the thick foliage of yon echoing grove : 
Ah bliſsful ſeats l beneath whoſe pleaſing ſhade 
My childhood and my youth delighted ftray'd ; 
- Here firſt my eyes beheld the gems that ſhine 
Bright and reſplendent from the claſfic mine; 
While as 1 gazed my. youthful boſom glow d, 
And from my tongue untutor'd numbers . 
Here far from every ſelfiſh paſſion's reach, 
Which the worlds dangerous ſchool will often teach ; 
I pour'd to real love one artleſs tear, 
And E nn 
The Muszs here their grateful offerings pay, 

Nor aſk a brighter wreath to grace their ſong, _ 
Than verdant grows theſe waving woods among. 
Bleſt, happy regions I ſeats of joy and caſe !_ 
Should der a tyrant's fway, or faBtion's roar, . 
| Though following her, I'd rather friendleſs.go 
Through Arzic's. burning waltes,. or ZixBLA's 

ſnow, . NT. 1 
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That haunt theſe e ſhades and ene 


ſprings, 
Rob'd of the joys that Wenn beings 
Yet ſhould I wander to a fairer plain | 
Than thought can paint, or youthful fancy feign ; 


Still ſhould I load with ſighs the reckleſs wind, 
Still weep thoſe darling ſcenes I left behind. 

If this be weakneſs ! from my beating heart 
O never !—never! may that weakneſs part !— 
Let the proud Stoic with diſdainful &yes 
The thought of local prejudice deſpiſe, - 
And boaſt in every ſoil and every air 

Where Virtue floriſhes, his country there; 

But aſk the generous train whoſe boſoms beat 
With gentle feelings, as with patriot heat ; 
Would not to ſee each long frequented ſhade 
Low on the earth by hoſtile vengeance laid, 

On Ar n1ow's deſolated fields to gaze, 

See her towers fall, her ſplendid cities blaze; 
Though every friend had left the ruin'd coaſt, 
And weeping Freedom mourn'd her empire loſt, 
Still with new rage their kindling breaſts inſpire, 
And bid their boſoms glow with fiercer fire. 

But far from us ſuch ſad events ſhall be, 

If aught the Mus prophetic can foreſee ; 
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Still Pzacz and heavenly LizzzTy ſhall ſmile 
With wonted ſweetneſs on their long - loved iſle: 
Pale TYzanny avoid the hoſtile ſhore, 
And Facrion lift her ſcorpion ſcourge no mare z 
Each freeborn ſwain fill reap with thankful hand, 
Secure from wrongs, the produce of hip land: 
And lovely Fazixcpox! my voice ſhall ſtill 

Or in thy groves, or on this healthful hill, 

In ruſtic numbers ſing the happy plains, 

| Where Fanypaye mienghy. and where mnie 
reigns. a 


THE END. 
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O D E. 
On the Divine Omnipreſence. 
I. 

O ſacred Muſe ! thy aid impart, 
To rapture wake the ſounding lyre ! 
And kindle in my panting heart 
A ſpark of more than mortal fire: 
With votive hands the lay conſign 
To awful Majeſty divine, 
On whom all life depends, 
Whoſe glorious form we wondering trace 
Through all the varied paths of ſpace, 

The ſearch our dazzled reaſon leaves behind, 

Exceeds all depth of thought, and mocks the human 

mind. RAR Sh | 

3 

Whate'er on earth, in ſeas, or air, 
Strikes with delight the roving eye, 
Proclaims aloud the Eternal's care, 
And ſpeaks 8 preſent Deity j— 


(6 „ 
Thoſe who with active pinions cleave 
The yielding ſky, the lucid wave 
In countleſs myriads throng, © 
Or through the ſylvan regions ſtray, 
The inſet ofpring of a dy, 
The echoing foreſt's vernal ſong, 

More ſtrongly than an angel's voice declare 
Where e'er we turn our eyes, the God of Life is 
"if ws i ho 144 

Now beyond earth's contracted goal 

On Contemplations wings ariſe; 

And mark the unnumber'd worlds that roll 
Their orbs ſtupendous thro? the ſkiet,— 
My eye the ſplendid ſeene explores, 
And now my active fünty ſdats : 

To other ſuns, whieh far W- vi. 

On diſtant ſyſtems pour the bluse of day, 

Beyond where Saturn wheels his tedious flight 
Around our chearing ſource of light, - 
Forward in vain my reſtleſs thoughts I ſend, 

They ruſh for ever on nor find an end, | 

On every ſide ſtill open lie 3 
The boundleſs fields of uuf iber 412% 
Could then my voice celeſtial nuftibers ſing, 
My hands ſtrike rapture from the lytie fring, 
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Yet would my heart thoſe numbers deem 
Unequal to the glorious theme ; 
Unequal to exalt his holy nume, | 
| Whoſe awful preſence guides the amazing frame 
Wha, of all nature's wide extetit the foul, 
Exiſts in every part, and animates the whole. 


1 
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ODE. 
On the Birth of the Prince of Wales, 


L 1. 


THE fading beam of parting day 

Forſakes the weſtern ſky, | 

Now ſhine's Diana's gentler ray 

With virgin majeſty; 

Her face with milder glory bright - 

Ilumes the duſky ſhades of night, 

And brings the varied ſcene to view. 

The glaſſy lake, and bubbling ſtream, 

Again reflect the borrow'd beam, 
And take a filver hue, 
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From the deep ſhade of yonder woes x 
The ſcreaming night birds call, 
While floats on end * n. 


Sad PnirouzrT A“ warkling 
Pours to the moon her plaintive 
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And charms the lay-reſounding grove, 
Where, trembling at the gentle gale, 
The verdant beech, and poplar pale, 
With ruſtling murmurs move. | 
I. 3. 

What dreadful ſounds ariſe ?-— 
Theſe notes of rural muſic fink 

And ſhrill toned clarions rend the ſkies ; 
The air a voice of triumph chears; 
And lol a form divine appears 
On CuzzwsLi's ſedgy brink. , 
His azure length of robe behind 
Looſely wantons in the wind; 
Glowiag like the vernal morning 
Beams benign his eyeballs ſhed ; 
Czn8s' wealth his brows adorning 
Shades his venerable head. 
tay berwenly vides e 
Sits white-winged Vict'ry on BaiTanx1a's army ? 
Does proud Inzzia to her legions bend, | 
Or flies the Gut at Gransy's dread alarms, 
Or ſtalks on Inv3a's ſun-burn'd coaſts afar 


The force of confli& keen, and giant rage of war ? 
H 2 p | I. 1. 
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e Far hence, he cried, the tumult's roar 
Jo diſtant realms ſhall fly: 


© Mirth revels now on Ax2jon's ſhore 
* With'blythe feſtivity. 
© Ye Muſes twine each fragrant flower. 
To crown the day, to crown. the hour, 
Which gave to Gao a. blooming heir: 
© Ye Guardians of this favor d iſle. | 
. * On this your future monareh ſmile, 
* Ye Nymphs your wreatha prepare. 

II. 2. 
Come happy child |. delight the land 
Where time ſhall fix thy throne: | 
O come, and take from Freedom's hand 
A ſceptre all her .] : 
Aud when the facred love ef euch T3 
e Hall form thy Hpaing yon 
* May eyery joyful Rairon fpd. 
The bal of Gnonon's godlibe meg, 


J With. lovely Cuanuorty's, ſoften grace, 
* Aygmper'd, in thy mind. 


( 6 } 


IL 3. 

For thee on Arx ies ſukry coaſt 
The Baris enſign proudly waves; 

For thee by diſtant tempeſts toſt 

Our navies awe the GaLLic pride 

© On every ſhore, whoſe hoſtile ſide 

The boundleſs Ocean laves.— 

© With nobler Kill, and fiercer fire, 

Strike the rapture-breathing lyre ;— 

Hark !ſ==from CamBr1a's cloud topt mountain: 

* Muſic winds her ſtream along, 
As they flow the chryſtal fountains 

© Liſten to the jocund ſong, | 

* Lo radiant forms and glorious ſhades appear, 

Fair as the morn in ſaffron mantle digt: 
But ſtrains divine ill ſuit the human ear, 

And fleeting viſions mock the mortal fight.”— 

He ſaid, and ruſhing from my wondering eyes, 

On volley d e he fought his native 

ies. 
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OlL1nzeary ! celeſtial maid! 

Where has thy vagrant fancy ſtrayd? 
Doſt thou from Ax E, rifted brow 

See boundleſs empires ſpread below, 

See Ox8LLAXA pour his ſtream | ö 
Through foreſts vaſt, where yet the beam 
Of gariſh day could never come 

To penetrate the twilight gloom? 

Doft thou thy glowing boſom lare 

In ſhining PLaTa's ſea-broad wave? 

Or doſt thou liſten to the roar, 

Where the collected waters pour 

Their dreadful courſe, and foaming ſweep 
Down Niacara's horrid ſteep ? 
And ſhall thy form no more be ſeen 

On AL.n10n's hills and paſtures green ? 
Wilt thou no more PIM Ido ſcale, 


Or ſport in CLurvꝰs fertile dale ? 
Wilt 
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Wilt chou Isa nz's plains forſake, 
And quit KIL AXN I T's lovely lake ? 
Shall we thy footſteps trace no more 
On CaLzDoxA's mountains hoar 7? 
Ah! nor Proud DzL.znr's rifing glade, 
Nor P18 4's conſecrated ſhade, 
Nor Pixpvus' mount, nor Acantue, 
Nor famed Eunoras' trophied ſtream, 
Could for an hour thy ſteps detain 
When Gr zc1a bowed to Vice's reign : 
Nor could alas! the ſofteſt gale | 
That blows o'er rich Caurania's vale, 
Tempt thee to breathe the LaTian air 
When Luxury's baleful train were there, 
Far from bright PuosBus? genial light, 
Thy wings indignant ſhaped their flight, 
To Scanvinavia's frozen plain, 
Eternal Winter's dear domain; 


Where ſtrong with toil each ſtubborn horde 


Joyful thy holy form adored : | 
Tho?, where their tribes the earth o'erran, 
Fell deſolation led the van, 

Tho? Horror midſt their armies ſtood. 
And drench'd their fatal paths with blood ; 
Yet theirs the unextinguiſh'd flame 
mne 
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Theirs the firm breaſt that joys to bleed 
For Independence godlike med. 
But ſay, does Arion hapleſs groan 
Beneath a 'Tyrant's blobdy throne ? 
Say, do her dauntleſs Patriots feel 
The fatal ax, and torturing wheel = 
O'er her no cruel Tyrant reigns, 
No patriot blood her ſcaffolds ſtains, 
Tis Luxury's inſidious hand 
. Spreading Corruption tho the land; 
Tis Indolence whoſe powets controul 
Each nobler purpoſe of the foul z j 
Tis noiſy FaQtion's ſelfiſh aim, 
Diſguiſed beneath thy ſpecious name. 
Theſe are the fiends whoſe fatal rage 
In every clime, and every age, 
Have overturn'd each noble pile 
Rear'd by thy hands with:uſeleſs toil : 
\- But where in hardihip's rugged ſchool 
Mankind have learned themſelves to rule, 
Pale Slavery there may ſhake in vain 
Her iron rod, and galling chains © 
No force the fearleſs foul can bind, 
Or bow the unconquerable' mind. 
Scorn'd is the Tyrants harſh decree 
Where inborn Virtue bids be free. 


ODE. * 
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ODE 
To'Bravry.: 


1 


ENCHANTING. power ! whoſe influence bleſt 
O'er Nature reigns with pleaſing ſway, | 
Whoſe mild command each gentler breaſt 
Enraptured glories to obey : 1 

O give my raviſh'd ſenſe to trace 

In every form thy poliſh'd grace, 

Whether thy footſteps deign to tread 

The level of the ename d mead, 

Whether thou joy'ſt to haunt the dale, 

Or drink the mountain's ambient gale, 

Or, with a more ambitious am & 

To animate the human frame, 
Bid the bright eye reſiſtleſs charm, 
W or ſhape the ivory arm. 
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II. 


When at the Erztnay's dread. command 
From Chaos roſe this fabric fair, | A 
He bade thy ornamenting hand 
Oer all creation ſpread its care. © . 
By thee was Earth's maternal breaſt 
Involved in verdure's radiant veſt, 
Heavens ſpacious arch thy tints embue 
With the deep azure's dazzling hue, 
O'er the bleak hill thy order bade 
The foreſt ſpread luxuriant made, 
Thy fingers thro* the irriguous mead 
The river's ſhining current Tedd, | 
Till its encreafing waters gain | 
The unconfined expanſe, of Ocean vaſt domain. 


n | : 
Glows not a ſhrub with vivid bloom | 
Midf the receſſes of the vale; 
Sheds not a flower its rich pefume 
To ſcent the pinions of the galez 
Waves not a beech its leafy hough - 
To ſhade the mountain's hoary brow ; 
Bends not an oſier dank to lave 
Its branches in the paſſing wave. 
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Down the rude cliffs tremendous fide 
Pours not a ſtream its whitening tide, 
Nor arch'd by ſilver poplar's, cool 
Spreads its ſmooth breaſt the lucid pool, 
But every Mus ſhall read thy care 
Shall trace thy vagrant ſtep, and matk thy pencil 


fair, 


IV. 


But in the lovely Virgin's eye 
And poliſh'd form, and blooming _ 
Thy faireſt luſtre we deſery, 
And gaze upon thy pureſt grace. 
Ah ſay ! can all the mingted flowers 
Whoſe roſeate leaves, the circling hou 
On earth's green boſom lavith fling, 
When genial Zephyr breathes the ſpring, 
Pleaſe like the maid whoſe charms inſpire 
The glowing with of young deſire ? 
- Tho? bluſh with varied dyes the trees 
Tho' ſweets ambrofial load the breeze, 
Flies every bloom, fades every green, 6 
Till female Beauty deigu to crown the enchanting 
| ſcene, | | | | | 
| GM {ENG V. 
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Beneath the ſpicy foreſt's ſhade 

The Ixpiax breathes his amorous vow, 

Where ice eternal binds the glade 

Thy power the frozen ZaMBL1ans know; 

For there thy beam with heavenly light 

Has chear'd the gloom of polar night. 

Where to the Eunuch's fervile care 

Luxury commits the impriſon'd fair, 

There o'er the deſolated plains 

Stern Slavery unreſiſted reigns, _- 

But where Love's gentler rights are known 

Which mutual freedom gives alone, | 

There Courage dwells, ingenuous Shame, 
And Virtue's holy meed, and Glory's ardent flame, 


. | 
| But tho? the ſmiling Landſcape ſpread 
It richeſt views on every fide, 
Tho? waves each oak its ſolemn head, 
In all the pomp of leafy pride: 
What pleaſure ſhall theſe ſcenes impart, 
How ſoothe to reſt the laboring heart, 
I malice fell, or black deſpair, 
Or keen remorſe inhabit there ? 
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And fay can all the charms that lie 
In HzB8's cheek, or HLN 's eye, 
Delight, if ſcorn, or cold diſdain, 
Or changes deſultory reign, 
Or Jealouſy's tormenting ſway, | 
Uſurp the power of Love, or cloud his golden ray. 


| VII. 
Tis in the conſcious mind alone 
That BeavrTy ſhews her pureſt beam, 
There ſtands ſecure her laſting throne 
Not idly borne on Fancy's ftream : 
Tho? the rude blaſt, and wintry ſtorm, 
The blooming Landſcape's charms deform, 
Tho? withering time, or pale diſeaſe, 
Bid the wan cheek no longer pleaſe, 
Yet if within the feeling breatt 
Soft pity dwell a welcome gueſt, 
If ſmiling Peace, and Meekneſs ſweets 
And Conſtancy there fix their ſeat; 
Then ſhall thy charms deſpiſe the rage | 
Of winters dreary frown, and mock the force of age. 
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E LE GY 
Written on the firſt of September, 
| 1763. 


WHEN the ſtill night withdrew her ſable ſhroud, 
And left theſe elimes with ep ſedate and flow ; 
While ſad Auzorxa kerchief'd in a cloud, 

With drizzly vapors hung the mountain's brow z 


The wretched bird from -hapleſs PzRvix ſprung 
With trembling-wing forſook the furrow'd plain, 
And calling round her all her liſtening young, 
In faltering accents ſung this plaintive ſtrain : 


© Unwelcome,morn I too well thy lowering mien 
© Foretells the ſlaughter of the approaching day: 
The gloomy-fky laments with tears the ſcene 

* Where erimſom flaughter reaſſumes her ſway. 


* Ah luckleſs train ! Ah fate devoted race ! 

The dreadful tale experience tells believe; 

© Dark heavy miſts obſcure the morning's face, 

* But blood and death ſhall cloſe the dreary eve. 
| 3 This 
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This day fell man, whoſe unrelenting hate 
No grief can ſoften, and no tream aſſuage, 
© Pours dire deſtruction on the feather'd ſtate; 


While pride and rapine urge his ſavage rage. 


© I who ſo oft have ſcaped the impending ſnare, 

© Ere night arrives, may feel the fiery wound, 

In giddy circles quit the realms of air, 

And ſtrain with fireaming gore the dewy ground.“ 


She ſaid, when-to l the pointer-winds his prey, 
The ruſtling ſtubble gives the fear d alarm, 
The gunner views the covy fleet away, 


And rears the wnerring tube with feilfut arm. 


In vain the mother wings her whirting flight, 
The leaden deaths arreſt her as ſhe flies; 

Her ſcatter'd offipritig ſwim before her fight, 
And, bathed in blood, The ffurters, pants, and dies. 
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EL E n 
| Addreſſed to a Pine Tree. 


THE ruffian North has ſpent his ſavage power, 
Collects his winds, and quits the mountain's fide ; 
And Auſter mild with many a genial ſhower, 

Renews the laughing meadow's graſſy pride, 


The active ſwallow wings her rapid flight 
In ſportive circles thro? the ether bland, 

And «in luxuriant foliage proudly dight 
| The verdant fathers of the foreſt ſtand. 


No more beneath thy hoſpitable ſuade 
The ſhepherd ſwains their amoreus deſcant fing, 
Each wanders forth amid the blooming glade 

To hail the newblown daughters of the Spring. 


Yet while yon elms, who now ſo gaily ſpread 
Their leafy honors to the vernal gale, 

Stood naked to the wintry winds, that ſhed 
Their ſcatter'd glories o er the waſted vale; = 


Thy 
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Thy limbs alone of all the dreary wood 
Could brave the ſnowy drift and chilling blaſt, 
Againſt the mingled ſtorm uninjured ſtood, 
And mock'd the howling tempeſt as it paſt; 


For this, while all the jocund ſwains around 
The blooming ſeaſon praiſe with youthful glee, 
I'll teach the nodding coverts to reſound - 

A verſe that's due to gratitude and thee ; 


T'11 rove where opening flowers their ſweets combine, 
Where bloſſoms fair their varied odors breathe, . 
With pious hand a fragrant garland twine, 
And on thy branches hang the votive wresth. 


So, while in honor of the ſmiling year 
Echoes each hollow dale, and every grove, 
Thy venerable ſhade a lay ſhall hear 

Sacred to friendſhip firm, and conſtant love. 


* 
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FROM the clear ſtream that oer her grotto flows 

The filver-flipper'& Av flowly roſe, + 

And-penfive on ker chryſtal urn reclined | 

Por forth in notes Tike theſe Her anxious mind. 
What frantie train ts this whofe noife invades | 

The acouſtom' d Killheſfs of my tranquil ſhades, 

© Whoſe well ing elamors flont my banks along, 

And drown the ſweetneſs of each rural long, 

Fill all the Woods uround/iwithfellal roat, 

And fright the peaceful hateyons from my ſhore 22 
And ſee |—from Fra vs degenerate eme 

© The motrled Hers fümed' in Puntomime, 

Leads his exulting crew, with impious tread 

To foil the duſt that pillows SuAK ESTBARE's head: 

With midnight ſounds they break his ſacred fleep, | 

And near his tomb opprobrious vigils keep. 

© Reſounding axes give the ſolar beam 

©'To 5 the borders of my lucid ſtream, 

Kon * ” Clad, 
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© And, while around the weeping Dryads bleed, 
© The ſons of riot praiſe the fatal deed :— 
Them it becomes to praiſe ; but midſt the throng 
© What honor'd ice is chat Which joins the ſong ? 
* Canſt thou whoſe * could Live this wonder - 
ing age A E 01 Þ * 
No ſee the ſoul of SHAKESPEARE grace the ſtage, 
Canſt thou misjudging, praiſe each cruel blow 
That lays the ſhade by Avor's current lo-, 
Canſt thou approve thoſe trees untimely doom 
That waye their m.. ver +45 mr 
tomb, 
Or view the mottley FI of d Maſquerade 
Inſolt thy patrons venerable ſnade ? 
But hark ! loud riot fwells on every fide, - | 
* And orgies dire pollute my virgin tide ; A 
Ah ! let my cat the unhallow'd revels fly, 
© Nor drink the ſounds of midnight ribaldry.” 
She ſaid, and plunging in the filver wave, 
Sought the calm refuge of her lent cave. 
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VERSES 
Addrefi'd to a LA pr. 


OF toil you ſay a moderate ſhare 

In each purſuit ſhould riſe, © ' 

hy ty noe 
1 


In every common caſe I own 
The juſtneſs of the thought, 
A fly may be too quickly won, 
els ty PIG 


Not ſo in wed his charm depend 
Upon himſelf alone, - 

No foreign circumſtance can lend 
A luftre to his throne : 


Tho” gain'd without one care, his joys 
_ High-valued muſt remain, 
Are cheaply purchaſed when the prize 
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EPIGR AM. 


Omnia vincit amor. 


O Love, tho Vireir's lays aſcribe 
Refiſtleſs power to thee, 

Yet till I thought the happy tribe 
Of Dulneſs, ever free ; 


Potent I deem'd her ample ſhield 
Her favorite ſons to ſave, - 
Thoꝰ to thy ſoft dominion yield 
The virtuous, wiſe, and brave: 


But fince I ſee, thy vot'ry grown, 
Even PaR1DBL obey, 

I find myſelf compeld to own, 
Thy univerſal ſway. - 


%. 
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Tux MYRTLE Ann BRA BTX. 
FABLE.” 


LUXURIANT with perennial green 

A Myrtle young and lovely ſtood, 
Sole beauty of the wintery ſcene, 

The faireſt daughter of the wood.:. - 


Cloſe by her ſide a Bramble grew, 

Like other Brambles rade with thorn, 
Who ficken'd at the pleafing view, 

Yet what ſhe exvied ſeem'd to ſcorn e 


Full oft to blaſt each hated charm 

She call'd the fiery bolts of Jove ; 

But Jovx was too polite to harm M 
Aught ſacred to the Queen of Love: 


Vet was her rage not wholly croſs'd, 
Borxzas was to her wiſhes kind, 
And from his magazines of froſt 


He ſummon'd forth the keeneſt wind. 
1 A thouſand 
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. A thouſand clouds ſurcharged with rain 
The ruffian god around him calls ; 
Then blows intenſe, and oer the plain 
A fleecy deluge inſtant falls: 


No more the Myrtle bears the belle, 
No more her leaves luxuriant ſhew, 
The thorny Bramble looks as well, 
Powder'd, and perriwig'd with ſnow. 


Sure ſome gray antiquated maid, 

The very Bramble of her ſex, * 
To each invidious power has pray d, 
Our eyes and ſenſes to perplex. 


Faſhion with more than BoxBAs' rage 
A univerſal ſnow has ſhed, 

And given the hoary tint of age 

To every lovely female's head. 


O break thy rivals hated ſpell, 

Kind Nature | that where'er we ramble, 
Thy work from Cov «To1's we may tell, 
And know a Myrtle from a Bramble. 


INI. 


